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HOME ONCE MORE! ; 

« Although nothing strikingly sensational has occurred during his absence, it is just as well that Poor Pa has at last returned to London. The populace 
have brightened up wonderfully, gloom and discord having given way to general joyfulness. According to Papa, the reception accorded to him on his journey 
from Waterloo to Shoe Lane was enthusiastic in the extreme, all London turning out to welcome him. It would be, perhaps, just as well, though, to take this 
assertion with the proverbial grain of salt. From a reliable source, I understand that he was only recognised by three boys and two dogs.”—Toorsiz. 


PRESENTATION TO THE BACKBONE OF THE COUNTRY. A GOOD CATCH. 


On February 13th, 1728, a strange vessel struck on the 
rocks of The Calf, one of the Orkney Islands, close to Eda, 
on which was the estate of a gentleman of considerable 
property. The new arrival was rumoured to be a pirate, 
and at the first sight of her, the greater part of the inhabi- 
tants tled to the mountains in the greatest terror, 

The gentleman alluded to. Mr. Fea, had only some six or 
seven men at his disposal, but he was bold, resolute and 
ingenious. The pirate, Captain Gow, had been an old 
schoolfellow of his, and it was his house the pirates had 
come to rob. Shortly after the accident, Gow sent his small 
boat with five men in it toask Mr. Feaif he would lend a 
larger boat to carry out an anchor and heave olf the ship, 
Fea meeting these ill-looking, heavily-armed rascals, and 
hearing what they wanted, said he dare not lend a boat to 
pirates, but if they took it he cowd not help himself, and 
invited them to a tavern to drink. Meanwhile, he gave 
secret orders that the boat should be staved, launched and 
sunk, and the masts and sails hidden; also, that the oars, 
masts and sails of the pirates’ boat should be carried away 
and hidden. One of Kea’s servants, calliny him out of the 
room on some pretence, informed him that all was in readi- 
ness, and the other servants, well armed, were hidden at a 


On Monday evening last, Backboue, M.P., was presented by his constituents with The after proceclings were somewhat marred, during the delivery of the hon. : : . SEES . a 
a handsome pewter Tankard apd cuperb (eolonring) clay pipe, ‘asstight tokens of | Member's oration, by a dastardly attempt on the part of a prominent member of the certain stile to which Fea had, said he would lure the pirates, 
the gratitude and admiration due to him for his masterly attitude during the late committee, to sneak the tankard. When the uproar caused by this outrage had that they might be taken prisoners. Fea then returned to 
eession, The hon, Member was much moved. ceased, the pipe was likewise found to be missing. the taproom and bade them come with him to his house 
¢ » 
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which invitation one only accepted, he being deputed by the rest 
to look at the boat and return with his report. 

This man carried four pistols, each loaded with two bullets, but 
so sudden was the attack he had not time to fire one, and, being 
gagged with a handkerchief, was unable to shout. Fea and the 
servants, having left their captive in a place of security, went back 
to the tavern, and, with a sudden rush, disarmed the other four 
men and bound them securely. 

After several messages had passed between Fea and the pirate 
captain, the former, on the 17th, saw Gow come on shore on the 
Calf Island, armed only with a sword, and followed by a man ata 
distance carrving a white flag and making signals for a parley. 
Fea sent a well-manned and armed boat with instructions to take 
Gow dead or alive ; but when the crew came on shore, Gow pro- 
posed that one of them, named Schottary, should go on board the 
shipas hostage for Gow's safety, and Schottary consenting, Gow 
himself conducted him to the ship's side, Fea, seeing this from 
his house, took another boat and went to the islind, when, on 
Gow's return, he immediately informed him that he was his 
aoe Furthermore, he added that if he expected good usage 
himself, he would send the man with the tlag to bring Schottary 
and two of Gow's best men back with him. Gow refusing to do 
this, the man volunteered without orders, and brought the men, 
who were secured. Gow was now disarmed and carried with the 
three men to the main island, where Fea lived. 

Having thus got Gow in his power, Fea, with persuasion and 
threats, induced him to go to the shore and call several of the other 
men off the ship, who, when they came, were immediately taken 
[ones and towards night he obliged Gow to write to the men 
left on board to say that Mr. Fea would not deliver up the boat 
until he was in possession of the ship, and therefore he ordered 
them all to come on shore, without armsand ina peaceable manner. 
Not knowing what was happening on shore, and having no one to 
guide them, the men came and were captured, making, with those 
already taken, twenty-eight in all. 

On the arrival of help from Edinburgh, Gow and the rest were 
taken to London for trial, and seven were found guilty and hanged. 
It happened that Gow, being a very strong man, and giving a kind 
of spring, so strained the rope that, on some people pulling him by 
the legs, it broke, and he fell down after he had remained about 
four minutes suspended. His fall stunned him ; but, as soon as he 
was taken up, he recovered himself so far as to be able to ascend 
the ladder a second time, which he did with little concern, and died 
with the same brutal ferocity which animated all his actions while 
alive. His body hung in chains over against Greenwich, 
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THE MANAGERIES, 


iss lif wurth lifin? 
me an billium we sai no, 
iav just bin to the kimist for beadle powder. e sai thee ole 
eathringk weel ow for twenti 1 pik me upps an 4 boxes off Scott's 
antibillius an a corn pare an will gif no mor tik, 
(Newt week,“ Treo Fiends.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a atam ped encelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Utter nonsense, ARTHUR BLECKETT, Thank you, WILSON, for 
the hatch. Really, won't you teil uz, MURPHY, Why you're nut in 
Colney Hatch? Far too long, A GREAT ADMIRER ; Alany thanks, 
though. all the same, Yea, of course, you must, A READER; All 
of them are known to fame, Yeara aqo we did, Miss MILLY; You 
had better purchase Larks!  Iather, ALICK’S SYMPATHISER ; 
You should xee the awful marks, Sorry that your clever sketehea 
We're no space for, T. 8. SPEED. Very glad to hear it, BUNNIF;: 
We are much obliged, indeed, Quite impossible, F, CHALLER ; It's 
a awparatc affair, AULY'S rather hurt, A. BARBER, at your joke 
about his hair, Any time will do, A FLOnIstT. Sorry that owe 
cannot, Mick. You're possession, OLD SUBSCRIBER; There, we 
think, you'd better stick, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, Ss. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQUE, 
EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of “ny Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a@ copy of the current tissue of 
“* ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found he the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” ts 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 
noon at 1 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 10'clock the following Wednesday afternoon. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
a 
Light-Haired Darling (looking at photo), I wonder if he—that 
is, if I—1 mean, whether he—er—er— 
Dark-Haired Da rling. Oh, yes! | should think so, dear. Nobody 
else seems to want him. ee 
* 


THE following printed circular has been received by the 
numeruus tradesmen honoured by the patronage of Lord Pebbly : 
“Lord Pebbly will be obliged if Messrs. So-and-So can arrange to 
send their accounts in with more frequency, and upon a larger size 
of paper ; the sale of his bills as waste paper being fast developing 
into quite a profitable business transaction.” 

ad 


“J CAN walk on my property hundreds of miles,” 
He remarked, upon bragging intent ; 
And she asked if it was, with the biandest of smiles, 
Round and round his back garden he meant! 
ss 


s 

The Butcher's Wife (at desk). U've just made out Mr. Paywell's 
account, £10 7s. 84d. Shall I send it by the boy? 

The Butcher lye pat heticaliy)- What's the use, my dear? you 
wouldn't get it. “He only brought his wife and children back the 
day before yesterday from the seaside, 

ss 
s 

Inquiring Friend, Hullo! old fellow ; your play was produced 
last night, wasn't it? 

Author (gloomily). It was, : 

Inquiring Friend, Oh—er—yes; and did you get a reception? 
Were you called? i 

Author (still more gloomily). My dear fellow, it would be very 
difficult for me to say what I wasn't called. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Slop:r. 
No. 493.—The “Fellowship Porter” Costume. 


“Well, boy, how many fish have 
you caught?" “Oh, I couldn't count 
em.” “Why, you haven't caught 
any.” “That's why I caru’t count 
‘em.” 


“Come where the moonbeams linger.” 


Waitress, T'll change the soup if you don’t like it, sir. 
Customer. Yes, lo. Why, by Jove, it’s worse than | get at home! 


“Tins the landlord been about the 
ground rent, bagel " ©D'ye mean the 
man about the in the garden, sir?” 


“A bicycle mare for one,” and a very 
pretty oue, tov, you bet. 


Be 
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(Saturday, October 7, 1893, 


Wife. 1 do wish, Jack, you'd give me the money fo: * 
vants’ wages ; Logs fe hat J much overdue, you noe, tne tes 
Husband, Are they? Well, here it is. That's right, isn’t it? 
But don't bother now. What makes you in such a hurry? they 
a Ae Daas, can't they? ee: 
“ife. Oh, yes! But I want to pay them, and then give them, 
good blowing up all round. You see, dear, I didn't like (ee 
much to thei while we owed them money: but now I'll wi), 
them up! *° (And, you bet, she dis. 


ay: "he said. reflectively, “1 Gould stand my thatch comin - 
off—I don't mind that so much; but it’s being so constani): 
offered an infallible hair-restorer by a bald-headed barber that’s «, 
bally aggravating.” And he brushed off a fly who was perforin: 
his ablutions upon his shining pate, and sighed the sigh of despair, 


= 
A WEALTHY pone heiress named Laura, 
Had dozens of men to adore her, 

But the news that she'd sloped 

With her groom—yes, elopud— 
Proved a ool i deuce of a floorer, 


s 
Family Solicitor. But, my dear Sir John, consider your son's 
youth and indiscretion. You really must make rome allowance. 
Sir John. Allowance! Confound it, man! that's just what | 
have been making—and a d——d_ handsome one it was, too! But 
here's the young scamp getting into debt, in spite of it! 


s 
Here's a corker for youand no error. What would be the most 
appropriate terms for a young lady to ask her lover William t. 
eend her a letter during his absence? You give it up! Why, 
“ Billy do” (billet douz), of course, Aha, just dodged it! % 


s 
Ally Sl (showing off before a swell friend). And do you 
consider this a good parrot? 
Bird Shopman, Oh, yes, sir! first-rate bird! but he won't suit 
you, sir. 
ally Sloper. Indeed! Why not? 
Birdy. "Cos he can't swear a bit, sir, 


* 
Penhecker. 1 wish I had married you fifty years before I did. 
ween p rahecker (half inclined to softcn up). Indeed, Mr. V.! 
1y £0 
L’enhecker, Because one of us would have been dead by this time, 
and, anyway, I should have been at peace. 
(And then the music played the same old tun s, 


= 

Mardup, This is a two-pound Jubilee piece. Tend me thirty 
shillings on it. 

Cacle. Ah, my friendt! it ish imposshible. 
shillin’s for you. 

Jlardup, Ouly ten shillings for a two-pound picce? 

Vacle. Ah! but shupposh you don't redeem it, | shell have to 
shell itatalosh. Times ish sho bad, my tear, 


T vil make it ten 


* 
Mra. Goodun. Does your daughter know Miss De Collé, the 
actress? 
Mre, Fricol, Oh, ia they're fast friends. 
Mra. Goodun, Oh, well, I suppose you know best; but my 
daughter never had a fast friend in her life. 


* . 
I'vE lavished most endearing terms 
q is 
Upon my winsome love ; : 
I've called her “darling,” “sweet,” and“ pet,” 
* Love,” “ownest,” “queen,” wd “dove.” 


We're mated now for life, and, oh! 
'Twould certainly appear 

The most appropriate of all 
Was when 1 called her “dear!” 


Swaggles, | want to see young Slimer, ] owe him somethin. 

Buggine, That's funny, It’s generally the other way about. 
What do you owe him? 

Swaggics, A hiding. + 


Country Cousin, Do the trams in London travel quickly? 
Town Cousin, Well, that depends whether you are riding in oue 
or running after one. o.* 


Temperance Adrecate, Young man, 1 beseech you to assist me 
in putting down the drink. 

i. Boozer, With all the pleasure in life, 
cold. 

Temperance Advocate (horrified), My object in life is to step 
that, my young friend. Do you vot know that it is that cursed 
habit which—— 

De Boozer (interrupting). Oh, it’s drinking you want to pur 
down, not drink ! Why don't you speak English? 
s2 


VIL put down a Scotch 


s 
Girl Friend, When you maa tht Tom, did he promise to give 
up smoking and drinking, and all his other bad habite? 

Prospective Bride, Oh, no! not exactly, you kuow; but he 
would have done s0 if I'd asked him, 


s 
Brown. I've been to the Hall to hear Blatant epeak. 
Walker. Are his arguments sound ? 
Brown. Noise is the better word, 


2 
Jack, A man is always known by the company which he keeps. 
Marry. Yes, that’s true, especially a theatrical manager. 


* 
Snipper, 1 wonder why a widower has to remain unmarried for 
twelve months before he is supposed to take another wife. 
ele eet That isa very proper regulation, my boy--to give the 
poor devil a rest and a chance of pulling round again, 


“You area belle!® he fondly cried, 
“Your praises thousands sing me.’ 

“If that is so.” the maid replied, 
“Why ever don’t you ring me?” 


* . 

Blagga, allo, old chap! you seem hard at it. What is it youve 
writing? 

Scribus, Spring poem. my boy. mae 

Blaggs. Spring poem? Why on earth are you grinding at a 
thing of that sort at this time of the year? : 

Scribus. Well, you see, 1 thought, if 1 commenced to send it on 
its rounds now, I might stand a chance of getting an cditor to 
accept it just about the right season. 

es * 
s 

“TarK about langwidge,” said the fair chorus-girl, administering 
a finishing dab at her faircheck with the diamond-handled powder- 
puff—“talk about langwidge. You should just hear our stase- 
manager when the fit takes ‘im! Why, one blessed night, when 
we was rehearsin’, we had to go through one dance ecventcen times 
before we got it right! And—what do you think? Everyone of 
us found our hair curled tightly all over—no need to use the tonss 
or nothing. Simply the awfulness of his blasphemy done it all. 
Oh! 1 aityau- ts can let out when he likes!” 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 


LARKS! 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
90 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


sai 2 


Saturday, October 7, 1893. ] 
TOOTSIE HOME AGAIN. 


—_—»— 


Acconnine to Douglas Jerrold, during the last ninety years the 
Cockney has declined from his importance among his rustic 
5 brethren, “When 
London was to 
York a city 
almost as mys- 
terious as Tim- 
buctoo, the 
Cockney, in his 
individual char- 
acter, was in- 
vested with 
higher and more 
curious attributes 
than are awarded 
him in these days, 
What is now the 
Cockney in the 
eyes of Corydon? 
What London to 
York? ‘'Tis dis- 
tance lends en- 
chantment to the 
view.’ And there 
is no distance 
where there is a 
railroad.” 

1 don't think, 
though, the rail- 
ways have done it 
all; there are a 
good many 
people travel by 
rail, but they 
don't all come to 
London. Some of them, who have thought about it at all, know a 
trick better than that when they have a holiday to spend. Some 
know nothing, and care not to learn more, There are millions of 
yood people up North who know, if possible, less of London than 
foreigners do, Until the other day, M. Emile Zola knew only this 
much of London—that it was a great, big place. He had been told 
that noboily eame to London to see its beauties, but its size. Let 
us hope that he has not gone back again, really still knowing us 
little of London as those enthusiastic fair ones who waved their 
handkerchiefs enthusiastically did of the contents of “ Nana” and 
La Terre.” 

The good people of Staleybridge and Oldham, like the good 

wople of Paris, imagine we have no trees and grass in London, no 

Fret streets and fine buildings, no large theatres and music-halls. 
You could not get them for a moment to realise that London is the 
one place in the world to live in. Thank goodness we are back 
ain! 

What do Eng- 
lish people go to 
scvat Paris besides 
the churches, the 
Louvre, and the 
Morgue? What do 
the  Oldhamites 
come to look at in 
London? Good- 
ness knows ! 

Bob had to leave 
us at the seaside 
and start across 
country to remote 
parts, where his 
papa the Earl's 
country residence 
ix situated ; 80 we 
sha'n’t see any 
more of him for 
some time to come, 
thank goodness. 
Rilly travelled up 
with us, and ran 
out at the stations 
to get us things, 
heing as near asa 
toucher left behind 
each time, 

As tothat 
poor, dear Snook, 
there was some ie 
mistake about his 
tuilway ticket, Bob forgetting to give it him, so that he came to 
grief for riding up under a seat. ’Tis thus our holidays usually 
end. Fortunately, however, just as the Dook was about to be 
dragged to the police station, the station-master came to the rescue 
with a telegram from Bob that said Snooky’s fare had been paid, 
and so he was set at liberty. 

Billy we saw depart with his luggage for his ma’s house, and then 
we three girls made up our minds, just once in a way, to enjoy our 
little selves. We drove up to the Métropole and chose our room 
and then set forth to spend the evening. To begin with, we din 
at ae where the cooking, as I have told you before, i think, is 
excellent. : 

We began with Lies olives and salmi, then a croaté au pot, 
a fish, an entrée, a bird, a sweet, a Neapolitan ice, and some cham. 
Quite a jolly little feed, and not too much of it! 

Then the question was, “ Where shall we go?” It seemed a bit too 
chilly for Earl's 
Court. What's 
doing at the 
theatres? Florence 
St. John ought to 
be all there in La 
Mascotte. And 
avert Seville 
simply charming 
ca Macaw Angot's 
Daughter. Arthur 
Roberts at the 
Strand is fetching. 
The Tempter ? 
wish Tree would 
not play i 
dramas. How 
about Daly's? 
Why does he give 
‘us this sort of stuff 
when he has got 
that delightful 

lay of Clo. 

raves’ id his 
sleeve, with the 
finest character 
Ada Rehan _ has 
ever had _ offered 
her! Zhe Other 
Fellow, at the 
Court, ought to be 
funny. And Drury 
Lane? That seems 
our style. “What 

fay ye, Tardi and Tottie? Shall we to the battle-field?” 

But you must wait till next week to know what show we 
eventually decide upon, and how we liked it when we got there. 
SOau revo ! 


The Dook comes to grief. 


Billy and his luggage. 


Drove to the Mctropole. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF=-HOLIDAY. 


THE LAST OF THE VISITORS. 


THE weather's turned nasty at last here ; 
It’s cloudy and threatening rain, 

And folks who've their holidays passed here 
Are back in their villas again. 


The ocean grows greyer and meena 
The wind is more piercing and keen ; 
From cold we're commencing to suffer, 
For a gloom has come over the scene, 


The beach looks deserted and lonely, 
The pier is abandoned now quite ; 
And on the parade—well, there's only 

Some five or six people in sight. 


The niggers for days have departed, 
The boats are drawn up from the sands, 
Where plays, in a manner half-hearted, 
The last of the numerous bands. 


The donkeys at length are unsaddled, 
No bathing machines meet the view : 
Back to town all the folks have skedaddled ; 
So I'll pack up and toddle, too, 
a 


BUSINESS IN THE RURAL DISTRICTS. 


“ How do I find business round the provinces, Mr. SLOPER?” 
echoed the commercizl traveller, to whom A. SLOPER had put the 
accustomed query ; “why, never wuss than at present, sir, never. 
Eversthink’s at a standstill. Y’ sce, fust of all the stagnation, 
consequent on old Gladstone's failing to git the ‘Ome Rule Bill 
through, affects trade ; secondly, the mining strike acts asa perfect 
paralysis, then the year, financially—and every other ally, saving 
yerself—is drawing to an end, and, as if all that wasn't bad enough, 
this Wimmin’s Rights’ nonsense is cropping up again.” 

“That's a bad job,” remarked the Patron Saint of Masculine and 
Feminine Humanity. 

“T should rather think it was. I'll tell you, Mr. Stoper, of a 
little thing, illustrating it. that mapyeeee to me only the other day. 
I was up in the North—far away beyond Neweastle. There was 
one little shopkeeper I'd served for years in a little village seven 
miles above Gosforth. The trains only stop there once every other 
fortnight, at other times you have to hire a horse au’ trap and 
drive over seven miles o' the fearfullest road you ever saw—barrin’ 
the Strand during repairing seasons, like the present. Well, sie, U 
assure you, last Friday I hired a horse an’ trap a-purpose and drove 
the whole o' that seven miles on the off-chance of king an 
order. When I got there—to the cross roads where the shop stood 
—Dblow me if it wasn't closed !” 

“Dear, dear! In consequence of the mining strike?” 

“Oh, dear no—” 

“ Financial depression, then?” 

“Not a bit of it, sir! It wags more to do with "Ome Rule, and 
this Wimmin’s Rights’ nonsense. There was my old customer, the 
shopkeeper, standing outside the door with a muat-axe, and his 
weak bol inside, with a’ old rabbit-ritle. I drove up. *Good das, 
Mr. Mittiwhittin,’ says I. ‘I've jest called round to show you a few 
samples.’ ‘Are ye in much ol a hurry!’ says he. ‘No,’ says 1; 
*not particular to a’ hour or two.’ ‘Then you better take yer ‘orse 
out and let him have a feed o' grass in that medder.’ says he. 
‘Why, what's the trouble?’ says 1. ‘Oh, nothink much,’ says he ; 
*but. as you see, the old woman's inside and I'm out here. This 
comes of her going to hear some fool preach about Wimmin’'s 
Rights, We've been arguing in this ‘ere way for the last three 
hours, but the climax is coming. She ain't got more than enough 
powder for one more shot, and, as soon as she fires that, then we ll 
sce who's the master here. If it's me I'll give you a good order ; 
but if it’s her, I don't think it'll be worth yer while waiting, as 
she's sick o° shopkeeping and wants to have a fresh start in life— 
how d'ye think ?—on the lecture platform 1°” 

“Just as he said them words, Mr. SLOPER, the old vixen fired, 
and winged him in the left ear, and.as he yelled like a whole 
troupe of Buffalo Bill's heathens, and dropped his axe by way of 
surrender, why—I didn’t think it worth while to wait for an order.” 


— 


SLOPER TO HIS NOSE. 


Nose, that seem’st to ench observer 
Like a score of lighted tapers, 
For a cure to cure thy fervour 
T have asked an hundred papers— 
Reynolds’, Aes o93 Lloyd's, Budget, 
hese I've as! ed, and such as these. 
All their fees I ne’er begrudgéd. 
Why? Because they make no fees ! 


Nose, that still hast kept far distant 

From my Platoésque embraces 
Beauteous maids who else had listened 

To my pleas, and loved my graces. 
Hideous nose, with what a number 

Of cosmetics I have rubbed thee : 
i: while all men else did slumber. 

ith what scores of powders scrubbed thice! 


Nose, I find that all my splendid 
Efforts at ameliorating 

Thy condition have but ended 
In a pain excruciating. 

Thou art smarting, tingling, throeing, 
Till I wish myeelf a deader ! 

Yet, alas! instead of growing 
Whiter, thou art ten times redder ! 


——— 


NOT A BITER. 


SOMETHING or other, goodness alone knows what—a golden 
hair clinging to his coat-button, or a blanc-de-perle smudge upon 
his left shoulder, or something of the kind—had aroused the most 
terrible suspicions in Rosina’s mind. She tried to think if he had 
slighted her, or been more cold and distant than was his wont 
lately. Nor did she altogether fail. She remembered that on 


Sunday, when he parted from her at the porch, that he only kissed 
her forehead soph acres times instead o! age called her “ My 
darling Rosie,” instead of “Mine, and e only!” Clearly, 


another weaned his love away. 

No sleep all that long night—no breakfast on the following 
morning (there's nothing so very remarkable about that, perhaps, 
for, if there’s one thing in the world without a vestige of romance 
about it, it’s a dun, dried, disintegrated kipper)—and that grea 
sad look in her eyes, when he did arrive on the following night ; 
that has only one meaning—a sad awakening. 

She did not greet him with her accustomed smile—not that he 
seemed to notice it. When he let go her hands she allowed them 
to fall listlessly by her side—that didn’t seem to “fetch” him 
either. As they sate upon the rustic seat in the garden, and 
meaninglessly over the other people's gardens, she let a heavy sigh 
escape her—but, bless you! it wasentirely lost : he was only rolling 
himself a cigarette ! 

Half annoyed at his inattention, and bursting to tax him with 
his infamy, she asked : 

“Why am I thus uneasy, Ernest?” 

“ Er—er—what?” 

“Task, why am I thus uneasy?” 

“Oh! I dunno—p'r'aps it's that dashed dog o° yur's been out on 
this seat scratching about. I noticed yesterday he's literally 
swarming: when you give him his bath you should put a-pinch of 
permanganate of potash in the water. You can get a whole:lot for 
twopence at the chem—, Well, I'm blowed, she's gone! What's 
rulted her, 1 wonder?” 
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THE PLOT THAT FAILED. 


—e 


“But I love you passionately, oh! queenly Gladys. Trifle not 
Ant 


with the big, manly heart that throbs within this bosom!” 
Algernon — Fluker 
smote with really 
alarming violence 
that portion of his 
spare chest wherein, 
presumably, 
throbbed the organ 
referred to, 

The maiden eyed 
him dreamily,asshe >. 
stood = gracefully _ 
leaning against the 
solitary tree the 
buck garden pos- 
sessed — eyed his 
painful lack of 
muscular —develop- 
ment and his exces- 
sive quantity of nose, 

“LT cannot answer 
you, Mr. Fluker,” 
she said, hesi- 
tatingly. “lT-—I 
scarcely know my 
own mind yet; but 
1 think the man 
who aspires to my 
hand = must have 
something of the 
hero about him.” 

“Something — of 
the hero, indeed!” 
muttered Algernon, with disgust,as, half an hour later, he took his 
departure. “What romantic rot! Still, she's got tons of ‘oof,’ 
and——”" He fell into a deep train of metitation. 

“Jiggers,” he observed that evening to a friend, as, with the 
inutual intention of ramping one another, they stepped into the 
billiard-room of their “shady” little club, “do vou know a fellow 
—he must be a rough-looking echap—who'd Tike to earn a few 
shillings for five minutes’ easy work 2” 

Jiggers mused fora moment; then, witha burst of inspiration, 
he cried, “Why, of course Pdo! Smoocher’s the very man! ? 

Fair shone the sun, and blithely warbled the dicky birds, a 
Gladys started for her accustomed daily stroll across the wilds of 
Putney Heath, She had reached a somewhat lonely spot, when 
suddenly a ferocious-looking rufiian gripped her violently by thearm, 

“Silence! as you vally yer Jife!” he hissed. “Wot trinkets 
‘ave yer got 
abart ver 
Quick—an’ ver 
purse as well!” 

The stifled 
shriek that rose 
to her lips had 
barely found ut- 
terance, when 9 
shout was heard, 
and oa young 
man rushed 
towards them. 

“Oh! save 
me, Mr. Fluker, 
kuve me!” 
gasped Gladya, 
recognising the 
opportune ar. 
rival with hys- 
terical joy. Like 
nlion, Algernon 
bounded for- 
ward, 

“ Unhand that 
lady, scoun- 
drel !"heeried ; 
“and begone, 
ere I fell you to 
the earth!” 
Awed by his re- 
solute mien, the 
footpad loosen- 
ed his grip, and 
was about to 
retreat, when Algernon, fired, doubtiess, by chivalrous ardour, 
sprang upwards, and aimed a frantic blow at his o pponent’s face, 

“Well, I'm dashed !” growled the man, an ugly look flashing 
from his eyes. “D'yer mean to say us a tap on the boko was 
hincluded in that there ‘arf. quid? Blank me! I'll knock the 
stuffin’ out o’ yer!" And, to Gladys intense horror and Algernon’s 
unfeigned dismay, he planted a mighty blow right between the 
latter's eyes, following it up by one upon the nose. 2 

“Hullo! what's all this about?” cricd a ringing voice; and a 
stalwart young fellow, who had ridden up unperceived upon a 
“bike,” leaped from his iron steed and stood in their midst. 

“Wot's it all abart?” yelled Smoocher. “Why, it’s like this, 
guv'nor. This ’ere joker "—pointing to the unfortunate and gory 
Algernon—‘comes to me yesterday, and agrees to give me ‘arf 
a quid to purtend to attack an’ rob this young lady—an’ he 


“T love you passionately 1" 


“Wot trinkets ‘ave yer got!” 


was to come up in the nick o' time an’ rescue ‘er, Well, Lattacks- 


‘er—which was 
all gammon, an’ 
for which I axes 
yer pardon, miss 
—an my joker 
comes up an’ 
reskys ‘er; and 
then, just as 1 
was — departin’ 
nenceabl] f: 
lowed if e 
don’t land me 
one on the boko, 
as if it had bin 
included in the 
‘arfaquid! Why, 
1 wouldn't allow 
the Prince o’ 
Wales to take a ay 
liberty like that, 
under a fiver!” 

A peal of 
laughter burst 
from the new- 
comer's lips. 

“L should 
think,” he re- 
marked, “you've 


punished — him 
sufficiently, 
However, settle 


it between your- 
relvea ; and this 
lady "— with a 
bow to Gladys— ; 
“will perhaps do me the honour of accepting my escort home?” 

Mr. Fluker is now a stranger in the neighbourhood ; and Gladys 
has lately taken to tricycling, under the protecting tuition of a 
stalwart young athlete, 


A mighty blow 
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“What's the matter, Snip, no sport to-lay ?” “Rather 
tov much—suot Major Bullyrag’s favourite dog.” 


©,° Miss Sloper will he delighted to receive photographs from those 


of her Jriends u hose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 307.—Miss HOPE TEMPLE. 


“Ter charms are irresistible indeed !" —The Dook Snook, 
“My passion ne’er before has been so fervent.” —Lord Bob. 


Would that my pen could faintly limn her loveliness.” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


“Fine table oysters, sir!” “You are right, my good woman 
—with three sticks one would make a capital gipsy table.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Say, Jim, is the harmy goin’ in for tunic and 
feather bed all in one?” 


(Saturday, October 7, 1893, 


“I hate the cold weather—always have to wear hiv!.- 
neck dresses. Doctor insista. May as well retire int. 
aconvent. No chance now of making a conquest ¢i1ii- 
ing the winter.”"—Ertraet from Letter of Youny Lady, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS NANA GILFORT. 


ea 

> 
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“ About,” remarkel A. SLOPER to himself the other evening, as he cazcl aloft at 
the rope that spanned tlhe Rue St. Antoine from tower to tower of the DPustille at 
Earl's Court. on which Miss Nana Gilfort, the American high-rope artist, daily and 
nightly exhibits her beauty, grace, skill and daring, “about as perilous a place to 
interview a young lay asit is possible to imagine: still, where duty calls ALEXANDER 
SLOPER is not the man to shrink from it."——(L) At that moment, amidst cheers 
from the sea of upturned mouths below, the beautifnl girl made her appearance, an: 
at once revel out on to what at the immense height appearel but a slender thrend. 
“Ah!” cri . SLOPER, “I must follow; not a moment is to be lost!" and dis- 
appeared, And then the lovely Nana commenced her sensational performance, 
making nothing of walking in chains, in baskets, in a sack, standing on her heal, 
and doing other wonderful things on her slender support. (2) In the mist, a 
shont of horror arose as @ man was seen to appear om the summit of the farthest 
tower, and walk boldly on to the rope, That man was A. SLOPER! Withont the 
aid of balancing pole, but using as a substitute his umbrella and bottle, the F.O.M, 
proceeded on his perilous journey. “Go back, or I fire!" cried Major Tyler, seiziny 


THE ELDER’S 


(1) The Thistle Crop had peen plentiful'and cuddies and men were full of joy. 
“ Noo,” said the Eliier, “ Aw've laid in a fine gigot o’ mutton and plenty o’ meat, 
but it’s the drink that worries me. I dinna think there's o't; Aw’ll jist pit on 


partans, McSwine.” 


the gigot to bile an’ gang doon an’ get anither haufdizen bottles o' dew for fear.” 


(2) “Fushing doon the idolatrous scoondrel’s lum brings strange fush !” 
shricked the Laird. “Set him up wi' a bale gigot? Gie tbe scoondrel a wheen 


a musket from one of the French soldiers, his military voice ringing wt above the 
affrighted cries of the populace. “ Never !" cried A. SLOPER.—(3) At that moment 
something was seen to have gone wrong with him. He suddenly blanched, stazsere'. 
and fell an unnerved heap across the rope. The catastrophe can be scientifically «x- 
plained, Had A. SLOPER been more evenly balanced all might have been well, but 
unfortunately the bottle was empty, lopsideduess naturally followed, and hence te 
aforesaid catastrophe. The question was, “How to get bim down?" Miss Nats 
quickly solved it. Divesting herself of the sack in which she happenel to be enve- 
loped, she deftly cast it over his head.—(4) Then lowered him down by the balune- 
ing pole line into the net. ——(5) Then the brave girl, ns cheers rent the air, ina serics + { 
statuesque attitudes, descended herself. A. SLOPER, in the meantime, was earricl 
into Major Tyter's office, and on removing the sack they found he lad swoon! 
When he eame to—* Drink, Tyler, drink !" he gasped, “Impossible!” replied the 
fireman, flashing the light of his lantern into his blanched face, “ "Tis all lucked up. 
and the Major had to eatch the last train, But come, T will condnet you into the 
high road."——(6) From thence A. SLOW Ett made his way tu the nearest Lostelry. 


KERN (HARVEST HOME). 


(3) “Stop that oathing an’ profanity,” nowled the Mcenister. “If ye hve 
ouy whusky, there's naethin’ tae regret, an’ I daursay the partan broth will be 
found very nourishin’ for the puir folk o° the parish.” 
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Az- icleal Viceroy: Wirdry weabhkcr. 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hullo! my hearties, how like you the first touch of winter? Getting chilly o' nights now, Roberts will This onerous position fill :—The Mildewed Wreck and Zula meet, And cordially each 
isn't it? That winter overcoat of mine will have to come out somehow, that’s a certainty, But 1 other greet :—The_ Emperor, it seems, would fain With Bismarck now he friends again :— What 
must not bother you with personal details, you are ready for your weekly treat. Walk up, then, elcome news is this we read; ‘Tis glad intelligence indeed :—The snowstorms inthe North, we 
aud L will not keep you waiting :—G@ilbert and Sullivan once more, As inthe happy days of yore: hear, Have been exceptionally severe. —There vou are, that’s all Lean do for you this week ; and now 
- In this great match the Yankee, Ives, Te beat our champion contrices:—dt's doubtful Y Lord — 1 must run away and tind the ticket for that overcoat.— Yours, THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


MIXED 


‘What say, Sir Thomas? Eighty-five today? You ought 


Professor Podyers. Just glass bun and a bath of milk for the 


Little boy, (Hour little boy! have Veen rearcd in a jam factory ; you're so well preserved.” 


Mabel St. Clair. Was it you sent me that bouquet last night ? 

Chartie Goldfake. Why, of course! Didn't you read the note ? 

iotification for the remark.” Mabel. Yes; only it was addressed to Sophie Lightfout, aud <he bad a bouquet just like mine, with 
"I dun't sce it myself, you old owl.” @ nute addressed to we, 


ae lm sorry my boys make ‘personal allusions to your resem- 
huiee ty & goose, but you must admit there’s—abem !—some 
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; ect arene AGAIN. ; , ae 
ACCORDING to the weather prophets, we are in for a long, trying, 
and severe winter, This being the case, it behoves everyone, 
whether man, woman, or 
child, to be prepared for 
emorgencies, Now, as we 
are not selfish, we should 
like to let the B. P. intoa 
little secret, which is to 
the effect that Quips is 
going to work wonders 

uring the cold season. 
No househeld must be 
without it. Not only will 
it suffice to instruct and 
amuse, but it will almost 
entirely do away with the 
necessity of purchasing 
firing, food, and drink. 
And the most remarkable 
fact in connection with 
Quips is its price, which 
is only one ‘apenny. Just 
cast your A hid over its 
contents; bloodcurdling 
serials there are of the 
first water — anecdotes, 
startling and witty, are as 
plentiful as blackberries, 
whilst jokes of a Joe- 
Millerish piquancy are in- 
numerable; verse of a 
Tennyesoni:n flaveuring is 
found ou every page, and 
Prizes of surprising a 
nitude are given weekly. Buy it, then, without fail; your old 
chum, A, SLOPER, recommends it, and he, at any rate, has never 
yet misled his patrons, ae 

s 

Tn Mildewed Crabcatcher has this day conferred the “ Award 
of Merit’ upon I. SULLIVAN, because he won the Sculling Cham- 
yionship of England, “¥eyther,” remarked the Azure-Orbed 
nnocent, “give henour where honour is deo, by all means, and 
the New Zealander fairly deserves diplomer : but, oh, feyther, 
don’t it make yer patriotic ‘eart ache to see English professional 
sculling going to pot? If only you weren't such a stingy old hulk, 
you'd let me take a few lessons and ‘ave atry for the championship 
inyself, but "——but here the usual interruption occurred, and yet 
ugain Alexandry evinces a tender passion for the softest sofa- 
cushion, *\° 


A CONTEMPORARY tells us of a decidedly novel institution—to 
wit, a lady's Five-Foot-Nine Club—a delightful assembly of fair 
damsels, to which no . 
girl is eligible who 
has not attained that, 
for a woman, some- 
what imposing height. 
The club, we are in- 
formed, meets at fre- 
quent intervals, and 
us many members as 
possible arrange to 
congregate at certain 
social functions— 
balls, race meetings 
flower shows, anc 
other pleasant gather- 
ings—-and there dis- 
play their ample pro- 
portions and dalaty 
tuilettes, to the ad 
miration of the men 
and the possible envy 
of the women, 


* 

THERE is really not 
the slightest founda- 
tion for the rumours 
that Alexandry has 
thrown in his fortunes 
with the “ Ball's Pond 
Banditti.” Well accus- 
toned to deeds of vio- 


WE are told that the sloe crop is exceptionally large this year. 
What price fine old crusted port this Christmas? It ought, indeed, 
to be cheap and plentiful. *.° 


No wonder Zola is the Lion of London. In a recent interview 
with a contemporary, he confessed to the fact of “ A. SLOPER'S 
HALF-HOLIDAY ” being his favourite “comic.” This alone proves 
that the great novelist iva man of taste, although perusers of his 
novels inay at times differ from this opinion, 


s 

HENRY ARTHUR JONEs's journey into the realms of poetry has 
resulted as well as his most sanguine friend could have anticipated, 
viz., in the production 
of The Tempter. It is 
many years since a 
play of this descrip- 
tion has been produced 
on the Londen stage, 
and its superior it 
would be difficult to 
discover in the annals 
of the drama. Highly 
successful as Jones has 
been in the past asa 
dramatist, it is ques- 
tionable whether we 
have even yet wit- 
nessed his masterpiece, 
although in his latest 
production he must 
ave pretty aed 
reached the hi 
water mark. Of the 
acting we have noth- 
ing to express but in 
the way of praise. 
Beerbohm Tree. in the 
character of The Fiend 
is excellent. and Fred 
Terry and Julian Neil- 
son, as the louvers, sur- 
pass all previous 
efforts, *° 


It is not true that the Duke of Westminster has become the 
proprietor of Larke! That stupendous ha'p'orth is too good a 
thing already to be got rid of, even at the price of his Grace's huge 
fortune. Beyond investing his copper in a copy weekly, the Duke 
has no connection with the brilliant production, 


_ ~ . ee a oH cate 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALTHOUGH minus the services of the veteran Charles Morton, 
business at the Tivoli Music-Hall is still brisk. Vernon Dowsett, 
the present acting-manager, evi- 
dently knows his business well, 
and provides his patrons with 
something pele eae ~ wn of 

rogrammes, ve ng is up 
5 date, and therefore u to the 
mark ; and the onl ing re- 
grettable is, that the Tivoli is not 
twice the present size in order to 
satisfy the applications for ad- 
mission, Among the artistes en- 
gaged, we find the names of such 
well-known entertainers as Albert 
Chevalier, Charles Godfrey, and 
Dan Leno. Each one is a hest in 
himeelf, and they, in conjunction 
with numerous other performers, 
provide an entertainment which it 
would be ipo to excel and 
dificult to val. 


s 

Our good old pal, the Globe, 
spoke, the other night, in “ By the 
ay,” as follows: “It is an- 
nounced that a collection of verse, 
by a_ well-known, post-prandial 
philosopher, is about to be pub- 
ished, which will be called, ‘The 
Lower Slopes: Reminiscences of 
Excursions round the Base of 
Helicon, Undertaken for the most 
part in Early Manhood.’ This 
title has its drawbacks, It seems to lay the author open to the logical 
¢ e of being ‘The Lower Sloper,’” In common fairness, we think 
it only right to say that “ The Lower Slopes” is in no way connected 
with “99” ; at the same time, ALLY owns up to an excursion or two. 


s 
THE consumption of spirits has recently increased in London by 
leaps and bounds. Some people there are stupid enough to assert 
that the Cholera Fiend is accountable for this unsatisfactory state 
of things. But we at “The Sloperies” know better. That 
Ancient Old Reprobate, A. SLOPER, has but recently returned to 
the metropolis, and well the Jandlords know it. A nod is as good 
as a wink to a blind horse. 
ss 
s 
Mns. SLOPER says she sees the newspapers have been devotin, 
a } good deal of attention to the Prussian Diet lately. The ¢ 
lady says she can't understand why there is no mention of sauer- 
kraut and sausage. * 


“ONE touch of nature makes the whole world akin;” and one 
touch ot winter sets the whole world thinking of the near approach of 
that chi 


blowin g; 
Jack Frost 
has given 
us a mild 
‘taste of hie 
quakits on 
half a 
dosen 
nights 
lately ;and 
8no w- 
storms— 
yes, real 
whirling 
snoOw- 
storms— 
haveswept 


of he sehsa 

country. Onecannot look forward to winter without a good deal of 
anxiety this year. What with the coal strike, the appalling agri- 
cultural season, the great unemployed problem, and the prob:bility 
of a hard season, there will be an even larger amount of distress 
prevailing than usual at such atime. The outlook is gloomy ia 
the extreme, *° 


THE prodigious success of Larke / has enabled the proprietor to 
be very generous to the staff of that really brilliant ha‘ penny comic. 
There is quite a little scene of excitement around the door of *¥9” 
as the oftice-bey drives up, at eight, in his periesly-eaulpyad 
brougham to light the fire and clear up generally before the arrival 
of the lordly editor, ee 


DURING a performance at a local circus, and before a prominent 
M.P., two of the company had a set-to in earnest wit! the raw 
‘uns. The cause of it, it appears, was something very trifling. 
According to a provincial newspaper, the M.P. thoroughly appre- 
ciated this effort to amuse him. Doubtless, he thought he was 
once more in the House of Commons. 


s 

THE very brightest of entertainments is Don Quizote. produced 
at the Strand Theatre last week, for an all-too-short season. It isa 
truly sparkling production, 
smart, funny, pretty, an 
to date, while the genius 
of that rare comedian, 
Arthur Roberts, pervades 
the whole. Right grandly 
does he work; the house 
is kept in an almost con- 
tinual roar at his merry 
quis, his quaint conceits ; 
or it is a part in which 
Arthur can give free scope 
to his versatile talent. And 


show, ee 
s 


THE business doneat the 
Proms. lately has been de- 
cidedly of the very-tine- 
and-large description, and 
now that the weather is no 
longer favourable for outdoor entertainments. we wonder not at 
all. The musical treat nightly provided by Mr. Farley Sinkins is 
one in which all London should share. 


(Saturday, October 7, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


4 CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING LATO OctonER, 1553 
8th Octobe : 

Tr, 1747.—This day the Dartmouth Man «+ v- 
of fifty guns and three hundred orn, beiny closely poke & toe 
St. Vincent, blew up, and all the crew perished but BeVentert le 
were taken up by boats; among them was Lieutenant « fae 
He was found floating on the carriage of a gun. on which |... ; | 
been shot into the water. His first salute to the captain 
Prince Frederick was, “Sir, you must excuse the ey eile ee 
dress to come aboard a strange ship, but, really, E left my ows 
such a hurry, [ had no time to make a change.” aie 


Oth October, 1888.—At the Leeds Bankruptey Cour 1 
day, a local bg og arate and contractor came up to pass his Fille 
examination, his liabilities being estimated at £78, and feet» 

btor had been in business only in a small way. and lost ).. 
money on digging contracts and betting. His failure tinwi ,,. 
prevented him from getting married two or three days be(are 1 
examination, the cost of which, he remarked, was 7s. ld, Ie Cou | 
not say what the odd penny was for, ye 


oo 
10th October, 1888.—A correspondent of the Daily 7 

graph of this date. says: “The climate of Paris seems to Contan 
rome intrinsic quality which assures longevity to the celebriti.., ' 
the opera and the ballet, who, on retirement from the *footlizht 
have selected the French capital as their permanent honw, « AWE: 
day or two ago, for instance, Madame Casimir—La bell: (een 
of the Opéra-Comique of 1830—died comfortably in her seclu-i. 
the ripe old age of eighty-seven. She made her début at the vv 
Comique three years ufter the sound of the cannon had evassj , hu 
the Plains of Waterloo, She was at the apogee of her fame. 11 Re 
a singer, for her vocal powers were but second-rate, but... ( 
‘beauty,’ in 1830, and so lute as the year 1858 she was still 1 hand. 
some duegne, who recalled to venerable playgoers their dav. .¢ 
‘dandyism and wild-oats’ during the Restoration. In or around 
Paris, however, there are far more famous dames of ancient dit, 
who have been identified with great lyric or choregraphic triumpls 
Rosine Stolz, the original Leonora of La Fevorita, is still w ith us, 
like her younger friend, Madame Alboni. Fanny Cerrito. 1. 
immortal ‘ Miademoiselle Cherrytoes’ of Barham’s tinh!) * 
‘ Legends, who ‘couldn't hop on, s0 hopp'd off on her merry ti 
during the famous ‘row’ at the Haymarket, may still be seen ly 
the Champs-Elysées on very fine days.” 


$$ qi 

llth October, 1889.—A newspaper of this date siv.-— 
“Mazzantini, the famous and favourite torcador, has at last | it 
Paris, to the sorrow of his numerous female admirers, Freneh «id 
foreign, who crowded to see his last performance in the bull-rin: 
According to the prescribed form, the tercader always dedicits| 
the bull which was about to die to the loveliest lady in the snjii. 
theatre—‘ with the permission of her father, her mother, and ot the 
gallant who adored her.’ Some of the loveliest ones were wipii: 
their eyes yesterday as they flung bouquets, trinkets, purse: 
pocket-handkerchiefs at the gorgeously-apparelled anid tin! 
calved turere who has now returned to fascinate and enchant ti 
re ela maids and stately matrons of his own renowned, rem:nti: 
land. 


a a ae 

12th October, 1862.—On this day, at Cork, a tremendors 
pitch battle in the air occurred between thousands of starliiz:, 
On the following Monday they again appeared, and fought with ::- 
much violence as before, the dead and wounded falling upon tt 
housetops, into the streets, and the river. After this second batt. 
were found dead a kite, a raven, and a crow. 


13th October, 1834.—Under this date, Raikes says: ° The 
extraordinary composure with which even a painful death may be 
contemplated is exemplitied by a criminal who is under sentence uf 
execution for murder at Munich. He has made, with crumb: «{ 
bread and a sort of macaroni, several figures illustrating the seu 
in which he will quit the world. He has figured the scene wh 
the executioner, having cut off his head, is holding it up to publi: 
view. A Franciscan friar, on his knees, is at the side of the headl-- 
corpse ; near the priest is an invalid, with a wooden leg, selling 4 
true and full account of his judgment and execution.” 


14th October, 1807.—On this day, Gully fought Gregson at 
Six Mile Bottum. In the twenty-fifth round both men were dreat- 
fully disfigured, and neither hardly capable of getting off hi- 
second’s knee ; but they fought eleven more rounds. till Gully wen. 
It was difficult to say which was the most beaten—such spectac!rs 
were never before witnessed. The battle was allowed to excel evers- 
thing, in the point of game and slashing exchanges, that ever hid 
been displayed. 


it 


WELL DESERVED. 
HE may not ineet with just esteem 
On this ungrateful earth ; 
‘Tis strange how cold we often seem 
To men cf sterling worth. 


But his reward in brighter sphere— 
How great? Ah, who shall say? 

The man who never bored us here 
With extracts from his play. 


SAW IT IN THE “SUN.” . * 
WE have a friend—we have several, but we'll particularice this 
one by saying that, poor fellow! he has landed property in Ireland 
—who lately crossed St. George’s Channel to let his defaultin: 
tenants see that he wasn't dead. Going over his lands, he came 
upon a field in which several labourers were at work—fellows. liv 
ad been told by his agent, who were very dissatisfied with the rate 
of pay they were receiving. As he came rather suddenly upon # 
couple of them, he fancied he heard them discussing the plan «t 
something closely akin to a strike, and judging it to bea good time 
to pop in a seasonable word of caution, he said : 
“ Ah, Pat, what's troubling your mind?" a 
Gj Well, capt'in, th’ troth is that we're not gittin’ pay enough. an, 
shure if we had a good I'ader over here, it’s a stroike I'm thinkiu 
that we'd have.” é A 
“Oh! don't give your mind to that kind of rubbish. Look a 
the coalminers; they struck for some trifling reason, and no\ 
they're not only starving with their wives and families, but wc 
from other countries are doing their work.” 
“ How dye know that, sorr/” 
“ How do I know it?) Why, I read it in the newspaper. 
“Oh, ye did?” 
“ Certainly.” 
“ Phwhat paiper did ye read it in?” 
“Well—er—/J read it in the Sux.” 
a ae a ha'p'nny paiper, isn’t it?” 
t is.” 
“ An’ belongs to Tay Pay O’Connorr, good luck?” 
“It does.” 
“ An’ ye t’ink it’s true?” 
“ Certainly I do.” A - 
“Then—savin’ yer prisence—I t'ink ye're a fool !"" 
“That's candid. Anyway, why do you think so? Eee ‘C 
“Whoy? D'ye ask me whoy? Be me sowl! d'ye tink it ‘ud pay 
an Oirishman to tell th’ whole trut’ for a ha'p'nny ? 


Ewery Wednesday. T]Twropence- 


JUDY. 
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FOOTBALL FOR EVER! 
[The football season clined agapeente yma surgeons are looking 

'T1s with grent- 
est satisfaction 
That we long to 

be in action 
In this season 
when “enthu- 
siasts” bring 


referees to 


reason, 

Where those 
“Johnnies” 
oft are jumped 


on, 
Likewise bump- 
edon, thumped 
on, pumped on, 
And wounds they 
dress —of 
course, you'll 
guess, We mean 
the Football 
Season ! 


Yex; walk up! 

We're now be- 
: ginning— 

Kicking, bruising, bashing, “shinning "— 

\ According to the kind of game you happen now to “ freeze on.” 

If ‘tis “ Rugby ” you're debating, 

Then have ambulances waiting— 

Ho! the surgeons do . roaring trade when comes the Footbuill 

Season 


F’en with “ Association ” 
You may meet sweet dislocation, 
And limp away in manner gay, or haply crawl—your knees on. 
So we'll don big ts and knickers 
And go join the merry kickers— 
\ow the time’s arrived (and we've survived) to join the Footb:1l 
Season ! 
ee 


A JUST IMPEDIMENT. 


“THEN you will give me no hope—you can never—never—be 
nine? inquired young Aubrey de Browne, despondently. There 
wasa pathetic sob in the strong, manly voice, which would have 
moved a traction engine into the next street; but the beauteous 
cirlonly sighed a seven-horse-power sigh, aud wearily shook her 
ce 

Aubrey de Browne rose proudly erect, and smote himself violently 

in the region of the chest. “Then, Angela—Miss Dunn. that is,” 
ie cried, determinedly, 
“vou shall give me some 
rason—you must tell) me 
why you have thus trifled 
with my trusting he-a-rrt. 
Nav!" he evied, wildly, as 
sie arose, alarmed at his 
vehemence; “you shall 
uswer me—you shall, 
sv! Why—why have you 
owed me to lavish my 
cently affection and three 
joris of my screw upon 
vour fair, false self?" 
, Angela essayed to speak. 
“Mr Browne "she 
commenced, but he inter- 
rupted her hastily with a 
slencing gesture, 

“Hear me out first,” he 
crivd, “ere you attempt to 
rxcuse—deny you cannot— \y 
rour cruel, your heartless 
conduct! Have 1 proved false in my fealty?) Have 1 ever treated 
vou to anything less than the dress-circle?) Have | not squan- 
untold wealth upon caramels and cream-chocolatesi Have 
uy diamonds proved Parisian?) Answer me, proud maiden— 
keep me no longer in suspense.” 

Angela had been impatiently waiting for a chance to put in her 
oar, “Oh, believe me, it is for no reason like that that 1 thus 
dispel our love-dream ; you have ever been the best, the kindest of 
mas—of lovers; but there is n reason, a potent, an all powerful 
reason why I can never be yours.” 

"Then why—why have you encouraged me?” he exclaimed, 
bitterly, “Why have you led me on with honeyed words and smiles 
to dream of bliss which can never be mine?” 

* Because—because—oh ! can't you understand?” she lied, 
wtulantly ; “ it never occurred to me till to-day, and then I felt 
: pe that our love was doomed, that never—never can you call 
ie Wife ! 

“And why?_ Tell me, I entreat you! why?” 

; The fair girl faced him gravely. “Think, Aubrey!” she cricd. 

‘of our two names together in the marringeannouncement. How 
. —how could I ever endure the same old weary chestnut of the 
{ thousand and one idiots, who'd want to know whether—oh, it’s too 

awful !—whether 1 hadn't been Dunn Browne?” 


—_——_>—__—. 


, GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV.’ 
f AUGUSTA MACLEURF. 


ALIKE for charms of mind and frame 
The wide, wide world is praising 


thee: 
To fairest bowers in House of Fame 
Vow poli is raising thee : 
No star in all the heavens can claim 
The privilege of out-blazing thee. 
So let me to the earth incline 
While paying tribute at thy shrine! 


The god of Joy docs thee adore, 
Thou in hia tasks befriendest him: 
The god of Envy hates thee sore, 
With hard, hard work thou bendest 


him: 
The god of Sorrow loathes thee more, 
For to his death thou sendest him. 
So, nided by the god of Wine, 
Hll pay high tribute at thy shrine! 


This world is dark as gloomiest pit, 
llowe'er we try to whiten it: 
But, while thy form remains in it, 
Its charms for me will lighten it: 
And, when thy form our earth shall 


quit, 
I'll of my presence lighten it! 
So let me kiss those feet of thine 
While paying tribute at thy shrine! 
Se 
WARNED OFF. 
Our Spiritualist. | say, Sharpshins, 


an rou believe in warnings? 
ce tna ina, Yes, rather!) Why. I've just had one from our 
vvk. and I'm off to the Registry Office now. Ta, ta! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 


Sun HOTEL, CALEDON SquaRE, CAPE Tows, 
September st, 1893. 

DEAR SLOPER,—Inclored is a photo of yourself, in the form of a 
potato, dug up in South Africa. How on earth did you get here— 
woeked Jour way through, or how? I sent the original to you by 
a friend, but, not seeing any notice of it, I presume he never 
delivered it. ‘I could not get an “ Unsweetened” bottle, or should 
have done so. It was on view in the bar for a month, and was 
much admired. Should you wish to acknowledge this, above is 
my address, With respects to your Serene Highness, 

ours, Cc. R. GILBERT. 


= eee 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 186.—NeE Faits TO Get Across THE TOWER Brince. 
IT came to SLOPER'S ears, one das, 
That, if south-eastwards you would stray 
Upon a Sunday morn, and pay 
A reyad “deuce,” or 80, 
Unto the genial, gav old hoss 
Who o'er the great Tower Bridge is boss, 
You'd be at once allowed across 
The great Tower Bridge to go. 


Now, when these tidings reached Shoe Lane, 
A. SLOPER, with his massive brain, 
Communion took, then sobbed amain ; 
And, as he sobbed, he spake : 
“Since first my virtuous life did «tart, 
I ne'er have played the borrower's: part : 
But now, although ‘twill break my heart, 
My rule I needs must break ! 


“To-morrow morn will Sunday be, 

And, if I pay that tritling fee 

To tramp across the great T. B, 
Ere yet the work is done, 

T'll find it easy work, indeed, 

About that Bridge to write a screed 

Which, to my cotlers, at my need, 
Will bring a hundred p'un'!" 


So, hiding his regret and woe, 
He from the grumbling Iky Mo 
Cajoled and coaxed a threepenny “ joe,” 
And on the Sunday morn 
He thua bespake the gay old hoss 
Who o'er the great Tower Bridge is boss: 
* By these good shanks I'd fain across 
The great Tower Bridge be buruc |” 
Rut. lo! the gay old hoss with iro 
Kicked high in air the Mildewed Sire, 
“Git out o' this! We don't rejuire 
No bloomin’ riral shows ! 
This great Tower Bridge's fame anon 
Would surely be forever gone, 
If folks who come could gaze upon 
The bridge of that there nose!" 


Every Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
so SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


THE MUSTARD WITHOUT THE BEEF. 
£Dr. Drew, commenting on the terribly increasing number of deaths from 
overlaying, suggests compulsory cots for infants as a remeay.—Press.) 
IT is sad to hear that, year by year, 
Grows terribly more the nutnber 
Of babes whose breath is hushed to death 
While in cheerless beds they slumber. 
And nestle close to their mother’s breast 
To escape the wintry weather. 
Or lie where her other children rest. 
<All huddled and heaped together ! 


It is good to hear of a wish sincere 
To lesson this evil: wherefore 

Our thanks are due to Coroner Drew. 
Who, finding some time to spare for 

Much kindly thought for the wretched lot 
Of the poor, is at length suggesting 

That each babe’s mother should own a cot 
For the little one's nightly resting. 


We would gladly hear that, from year to year, 
The evil was being arrest 

Through putting in force the sensible course 

Which the Doctor has thus sugges E 

But, alas! there's a fact which his aim defeats: 
E’en in cots will the “ kids” keep dying— 

For the poor are too poor to procure the shects 
To cover the babes there lying! 


a 


HE'D GOT ’EM ON! 


AT the precise moment of Mr. and Mrs. Penhecker’s arrival at 
the Griftinblotters’ to tea last ping little George Washington 
Griftinblotter—a truthful and a candid lad—had not returned from 
Sunday school: but he came in soon after the stewed Oopack was 
wured out, and took his seat. For a few seconds he eyed Mr. Pen- 
ecker with more than ordinary interest; then he slid from his 
chair, and peered beneath the table. 

“Oh, lor’, ma! he’s got ‘em on, he has /” 

“Sh-h-h! Be quiet, Georgie.” 

“But he's got ‘em on, ma! ot ‘em both on.” 

2 ad what on, Georgie, darling?” inquired Mre. Penhecker, 
smilingly. 

“Why, his breeches, Mrs. P..” responded the youth, delightedly ; 
“he’s got ‘em on, and—ma said you wore ’em! Don't you remem- 
ber sayin’ so, mal" 

But George Washington Griffinblotter was not destined to hear 
he “ma” said; “pa” was lugging him out of the room by his 

t ear. 

a 


AN OBLIGATION. 


Gladys (who has just arrived), From the way you wrote, dear, I 
thought you didn’t mean to have Fred. 

Constance. No more I did, dear ; but if I hadn't accepted him, I 
knew he would have gone and proposed to that Lizzie Norton, so, 
of course, 1 was obliged to have him, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Wuat line from Tennyson accurately describes two London 
evening newspapers ?—* Sun-Star of morning-tide.” 

THE Thames water-walking is not the most remarkable thing 
extant after all. What about the J/umber tricycles? 

Y. Distinguish briefly between a Mohammedan and an Amazon. 
A. Mussulman—muscle-woman. 

Mem. for SLOPER's Cellarer.—“ Fine Old Ports”: The Cinque 


Ports. 
THE Best Curc for a Person who is Drowning: Ree-cucr. 
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A ROMANCE OF THE “LAUGHING SAL.” 


(A TALE oF THE CALM CANAL.) 
_— 
CHAPTER IV. 

Captain BRADLEY had long looked with paternal interest on 
Mary Somers as he passed through the Longloop Leek. The 
captain had no 
thought of love, ws Lexe. 
but he liked to see = ; / 
“aclean cut craft,” ;°> >" | 
and Mary was “a 
clean cut craft.” 

The interest 
might be said to be 
mutual, Mary had 
an eye to the pic- 
picires and the 
captain was pic- 
turesque. He was 
certainly a tritle 
older than she was, 
but he was bluff 
and hearty, and 
Mary liked blutf 
and hearty people. 
Mary, it must be 
confessed, had 
speculated on Cap- 
tain Josiah Brad- 
ley as possible 


matrimonial ima- 
terial, but her 
opportunity for 
utilising her 


charms had been 
limited to the brief 
moments in which 
the Laughing Sal 
was embosomed in 
the depths of the 
lock, over which her father presided. That Captain Bradley had 
appreciated her appeanuice war suggested in the complicated 
wink which he at intervals had bestowed on her, but beyond that 
his blandishments had never gone. Mary knew there were many 
locks on the canal. and for all she knew there might be other 
Mary’s besiles her. And Mary had reached her thirtieth birthday 
without her romance having reached its second volume, and still 
in doubt if it was to be without a hero. 

Mary was net wholly romantic. Her aspirations towards matri- 
mony were wholly due to that innate talent for the institution 
which is implanted within every properly constituted woman, 

On an eventful evening, when the Laughing Sal swung out of 
the gates of the lock—and instead of sweeping in stately dignity 
through the basin towards the lower lock showed a disposition to 
lay to—Mary felt astonished, and was almost alarmed when she 
observed that the 
unusual movement 
of the vessel was 
undoubtedly due to 
Captain Josiah 
Bradley having put 
the helm hard. a. 
port. Then, when 
the bow and stern 
ropes were tlung 
ashore and were 
made fast, it was 
evidently Captain 
Bradley's intention 
to come ashore, 
Mary's heart was 
in a flutter, = It 
might mean noth. 
ing to her, but there 
was at least no 
harm in’ washing 
her faceand tidying 
her hair, and Mary 
being practical aud 
prompt tled to ac- 
complish these :no- 
dest adornments. 

Two minutes 
sufficed for the op- 
eration, and when 
Mary reappeared 
she was astonishec 
to see Captain Jo- 


Tilying her bair. 


Carrying a baby. 
siah Bradley carrying a baby. The presence of the baby was a 


blow. Mary had allowed Captain Bradley's bronzed face and un- 
retentious nose to affect her heart more keenly than she had 
own. It may have been the fraternal wink that did it. Uncon- 
sciously she had allowed that wink to work its way into her heart, 
and now the presence of that baby seemed to have frozen all the 
bar ery: winks into a solid mass that felt cold and heavy as lead. 
“What cheer, Josh Bradley?" she heard her father cry. 
“ Heartily, heartily |" was the brief response. 
“Got a youngish shipmate with ye this trip,” said her father. 
“He is young,” said Josiah, as he beamed lovingly down on the 
child, who for a wonder was quiet. 
“Never heard ye was a family man afore,” said Mr. Somers. 
“Nor more I ain't,” said Josiah. 
i Well, it seems like you was, carrying about a kid, ain't it?” 
‘Sup. 
ze it do, 
ut this 
kid ain't 
mine.” 


tinued her 
father. 
“Don't 
know, but 
] fancy 
it’s the 


“What cheer, Josh Bradley?” 


“No,” said Mr. Somers, “it ain't a markiss. You see, Josh 
Rradley, a markiss is a he,an' that kid you're carrying is a she, 
Ye'll have to fix her up as marchioness.” 

“by gum! ix that so?” said Josiah Bradley. 

“ It air, you bet!" was the solemn response. 

(To be continued newt week.) 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. HIS VERY FIRST. 


(Saturday, October 7, 1893, 


TW iaais 

Pat Mulvaney. Oi see, be the allver-tisemrint. cer 

hononr’s wantin’ an ostler, singlehanded, Well, ha w 

had the misfortin t’ lose wan hand in a chaffeutt. I 

thought-—- [Then another well-intentioned tudiriie at 
got fired on to a Jriendtess wu, tl, 


No, 328,—MRk. FREDERICK COWEN, F.O.S. 

“Trotte! into the world some considerable timeago. England 
proul of her son. Smiled at the age of two months, Father 
delighted with his son. auld at swelye months, Mother s 
astonished at her son, Played instruments of music and torture ; ; 3 

ba aha . Joskins, This, ladies, is a portrait of inv first wife. dk 

at pes aaa Neighbours dlsgusce! with Pe aire Frederick Mrs. Jauker, Why, it’s like the resent Mrs, Joskius. uby only visits the seaside once a year, but she 
cared not. Went on playing. Neighbours fumed. Triel to Joskins. Yes; she is my first wife. manages to cujoy herself while she is there, 
poison him, Failed dismally, Wasn't born that way. Expects : 
todiein a Aiferent manner. Possibly panging probably row oe 
ing. Prefers the latter. Though neither for choice. Arriv: 
at the age of ten. In due course, joined a German band. Played 0 U R S K E T c H ! N G Cc L U B u 
his best. Couldn't have done worse, Received more kicks than 
‘a'pence, Grew older—as was only natural, Improved in his 
playing. Gave organ recitals at seventeen. In church, and 
street. Prefers the latter. Far easier. (ool practice for the 
manzle, Has never played the latter instrument. But may do 
80, Inhis second chillhood, probably. 1s now a first-clase musi- 
cian, And conducts the band at Covent Garden Proms, Good 
biz for both, Is still young, Probably has a grand future. In 
this work! of course. Cannot answer for the next. Chietly 
because he is a capable conductor Fred was created F.OS., and 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented tu him September 2u-t, 
18:93." —Debrett Lprowd, 


Hans Katskill (experiencing a sudden onslaugh!—to Gretchen), 
Ach, mein _gr-r-r-racions! Vhen gall you leave me alone, 
womans?) What haf I dome now ? 


(1) Tt was Mrs, Sploiger's idea to start a Sketching Club in our village. She often life with rhenmatism.—(5) But the awfullest shovk was when Mrs. Lawker-Miae 
showed her friends some exquisite little productions of her own, and as the old girl found her dauzhter—such a well brought up girl, too !—actually painting a - 
was known to be pretty well off, they were enraptured.—(2) The young ladies tonk — from the nude !——(6) However, the day arrived at last on which the Sketchins Clan 
to the notion at once, and got so rethetic and well up in art cant that they fairly competition drawings were to be submittal to the judgment of Mr. Scrubber, K. \. 
frizhtened the male folk, who coukln't understand them a bit.——13) However, the who little dreamed of the awful fate in store for him.—+7) The page-loy sail, iM 
i young men were not going to be beaten, co they took to wearing free an easy “togs,” the inquest ov the luckless professional man, that no sooner had his master claue: | 

) Ds antl hauling about all kinds of artistic lumber, and left off shaving themselves awl at the first work of art produce! by our Sketching Club than he bown del into the rr 
1PECACL | having their hair ent, and smoked great pipes to the detriment of therr health, — with a wild, despairing shriek of agony. aud was as dewi as mutton before he touciel 
-- HAP (4) Besides sitting out in swamys in the rain and wind uutil they were crippled for — tine floor. It was the suaden shock that did it, Jealousy, uo doubt. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSEC, THE JOHNNIE MAKES A JOKE. THE MERMAID. 
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ce 
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FANCY RA. PORTRAITS. 
No. 10.—Poynter. 


i ‘ Ai as " “Yaas, Texpect woe 
« hI . Tope as ‘ow your hononr'll never know “What a long head that waiter has got i ; L realisation. 
ery ute trate beg Pole door from brea'l to bread." Henrictte. he is the head waiter.” Anticipation an Ji 
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